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Futile Kicks
Abstract
All during the helicopter trip, Kaye seemed mesmerized by the ground patterns. Green rectangles of
gentlemen farmers' plots, little sprinklings of villages, clusters of suburban developments, congested city
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Bolan: <i>Futile Kicks</i>
He touched a button on the board and the elevator stopped. The emergency button? She wondered, a little fearful.
"Do you need assistance?" the computer voice
asked.
FUTILE KICKS
"I meant to push the 8 7th floor, but I pushed
by Kathy Bolan
the 86th, " he explajned,
"A wrong button. You must descend to the
All during the helicopter trip, Kaye seemed
mesmerized by the ground patterns. Green rectangles 25th floor before ascending. "
of gentlemen farmers's plots, little sprinklings
He looked at Kaye :apologetically, shrugged and
of villages, clusters of suburban developments,
smiled. She· blushed. Her well scrubbed face and
congested city blocks. But all the time she was
open eyes revealed everything. The elevator
debating whether or not to ditch Joseph, her pilot
continued down.
and protector.
"Going to the doctor's?" be asked.
"Quiet today, " he said.
She nodded, her hand a little uneasy on her
"Yes."
greatly swollen abdomen. Even under the double
He waited for a better answer.
thick brown cloth coat, she could feel kicking hard
"Lot of kicking going on, "she said.
enough to je.rk her hand.
He nodded, satisfied.
"Your first?" he asked,
He was more than her protector, she thought.
"Yes."
He was her prober, inquisitor, thought detector.
"Boy or girl?"
Now she was definitely going to ditch him. She
She hesitated. "Boy." This time she was
relaxed and until the trip's end, let the noiseless
apologetic,
helicopter with its wrap-aro.md windowsgive her the
The elevator stopped again and two men entered,
illusion of flooting through air on a cushioned chair.
holding hands. They were both striking, and although
As soon as they landed on the rooftop of the
one was light and the other dark, they looked alike.
Medical Building, Kaye bailed out as quietly as her
They had similar builds, and their grooming and
condition allowed and waved Joseph away.
clothing reflected the same taste. They looked
intently into each other's eyes. At first they made
"Mrs. Cropp," he called to her. "Your husband
told me to take you all the way to the doctor's office."
her feel safer, but as they claimed a corner of
The silent blades had not yet come to a stop since the
the elevator as their territory, leaving her to the
aircraft had to be parked.
mercies of the handsome one--as she began to
think of him--fear crept back.
"It's too cold to stand here and talk, " Kaye
"A boy." He continued the conversation. ·
said. A feeble excuse, she thought, padding along
"An accident," she retorted, regretting it at
to the elevator door. The elevator was waiting,
once. She knew she owed him no explanation.
so she didn't have to worry about Joseph catching
He sighed. "It won't be easy for the little guy."
up with her. She pushed the button to the 25th
His sympathy mirrored her deepest concerns. She
floor.
smiled at him. He smiled back and her heart
Thank God, I'm free of him, she thought. He's
raced.
smothering me. I want to kick him. Or at least
At the 65th floor the elevator stopped again and
kick free. Besides, I'm only going to be alone for
the lovers left. Their perfume lingered for another
seventy-five floors. It won't be a long trip, that's
floor. Then three men got on. One larger than
for sure.
the next. For a moment she thought of getting
The elevator stopped. A little gasp of panic
escaped her throat. She hadn't anticipated stops.
off, but she wasn't sure she'd be any safer on a
floor.
Through the glass doors she saw a man waiting.
"A lady in waiting," the largest one said.
Handsome, well-dressed and groomed, affluent.
She should have gotten off.
No more than thirty. Nothing to fear.
"It's a girl, right?" Mr. Tough Guy with too
The doors opened. He entered and, yes, he was
handsome. More handsome now than through the glass. much make-up said.
She'd already told the handsome one it was a
She especially liked his hair. Soft and wavy. A good
perm, she thought. The kind I'd get myself if women boy. Perhaps he'd be kind and not say anything.
"It's a girl," she said,
didn't look silly in them.
"It better be a girl, " Mr. Tough Guy shot back.
He stood next to her, and she felt energy
"Leave her alone, Ed," the largest one said,
emanating from his determined face, off the cool
giving Ed a kick. "Can't you see you' re not her type?"
silk of his suit, out of the black sapphire ring
on his hand. My type, she thought. Definitely
Meanwhile the smallest of the three had surreptitiously moved beside her and was picking
my type.
She made the slight gesture of tucking some
imaginary lint off her coat. She felt her skin contract
and the life inside her contract, as if she were
wandering strands of hair into her cap. The man
going to fold up like an umbrella. Suddenly the overlooked at her and immediately she felt ashamed
whelming odor of these men, their musky colognes
of calling attention to herself.
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vaguely covering more blatantly sensual smells,
began to nauseate her.
The lint picker put his arm around her. "Steady
now, you look faint. 11

ized it wouldn't be easy for him to find someone else.
So either he spoke defensively, or Joseph was

lying.

"Mr. Cropp will be very angry." Joseph reminded her.
Her eyes closed as she tried to get a hold of
"You're not to tell him. 11
herseJI.
11
"I have to."
"She's going to the doctor's, she heard the
handsome one say. "I'm taking her." He deftly
"If you want to keep your job, Joseph. you and
I have to be able to get along. 11
fended off the lint picker and pushed her toward the
Joseph would not be intimidated. "I' il let it go
glass doors.
this time, but you must never run away from me
The elevator stopped. Kaye opened her eyes to
again."
see 2 5 light up on the board. She somehow managed
to move through the doors smoothly, thanks to her
"I thought in my condition ••• "
handsome friend's shiftings. They stood in the
"Your condition can be very attractive, Mrs.
hallway and she heard the elevator doors click
Cropp," Joseph said firmly.
behind her. Relief filled her up like sweet milk.
In the doctor's office, Joseph took off her coat
"Thank you, " she said.
and gave her name to the receptionist. She sat
"You're lovely. 11 He touched her cheek.
her swollen body down. After a few minutes of
She was 'shccked,
fantasizing about the man in the elevator, the
"Don't worry. I won't hurt you," he said.
exhileration of the experience, the danger--her
He noticed the solid gold clasp which secured her
husband's face began intruding on her thoughts.
coat. "I have money. Maybenot as much as
She picked up the latest issue of Mother's Magazine.
you're used to, but I could love you like you've
A round-faced baby with a pink bonnet was on the
never been loved before. "
cover. Inside there were mainly pictures of babies
She became rigid. Her swollen legs planted
in blue, maternity fashions--articles she did not
like trees in her brown pumps.
care to see.
"Don't be afraid," he whispered, pushing her
Finally she picked up an old news magazine and
cap up beyond her ear.
began reading about population and pregnancy.
"Please don't. " she whimpered.
He put his hand underneath her cap to feel her
Since sperm filters have been internatiorial.ly outhair.
lawed so that couples no longer have a choice as to
"Please. Leave me alone. I'm in no condition ••• " their child's sex, the U .s. population will have a
"You're in wonderful condition. 11 He pushed off
chance to develop a better sexual balance than its
_current
100+ men to every womans as will the world
her~ap.
population which has an even more divergent ratio,
It's taken me so long to get pregnant. So
due to the many countries that value a male ch-ild
many miscarriages. " She hated herself for reveal- over a female.
ing so much, but she felt as if his hands were on her
throat instead of her hair. "Now my age is against
No new developments reported here. she thought;
me. " She continued her defense. "F<rty-five. "
it's boring, and skipped to another section.
"You're the perfect age," he said, wrapping her
Womenin the last century outnumbered and outlived
in his arms.
men. After sexual selection of' the fetus, which reA flurry of kicking began inside her. "Please,
sulted in th• birth ot fewer females, womencould be
let me go, " she begged.
particular
in their choice ot men. As the shortage
He silenced her with a kiss so tender the kicking ot womenbecmae more acute, men were forced to choose
stopped, and she fainted.
lifestyles other than marriage. Homosexuality, alWhen the grogginess left, she.realized she
ways an alternative, has become commonplace, while
was in the arms of Joseph. His face vacillated bet- the resurgence of eunuchs came about because of the
necessity for married men to have their wives proween concern and anger.
tected.
"What • • • what happened?" she asked.
"You're all right, I thought I'd wait until you
came to instead of car-rying you into the doctor's
Kaye looked at Joseph for a second. or course,
office."
she thought, if he'd chosen a monastic life, things
She half nodded. I'm too big to carry, she·
wouldn't be much different. Except monks have the
thought. That 's why you waited.
ability to yield to temptation and he doesn't.
"Can you get up1' Joseph asked her.
She sighed. She felt responsible. A collective
"Yes;" He helped her to her feet. "Was there
guilt, she supposed. She also felt resentful because
a man with me when you found me ? "
Joseph's job made him more intimate than her
''I drove him off, 11
husband. Intimate. Yes, Joseph was her intimate,
"Did he say anything?"
11
but she was his inmate,
"He said he'd have to look for someone else.
Back to the article, Kaye thought, and skimmed
Kaye was insulted. But then she laughed, at
it until she foundthe only section that interested her.
herself and the whole adventure. Then she real-
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~he pressure on the small population of fertile women
to bear female children, when statistically more males
are conceiveds the pressure from aggressive men looking for mates, which has made the abduction of women
an escalating crime1 these pressures have created a
new pressures an anxiety level in women that makes
procreation difficult and in some cases impossible.
Perhaps this is the most frightening consequence of
the past century of fetal sex selection.
"Mrs. Cropp. " the receptionist said in his rich
baritone. making Kaye feel she were part of a tragic
opera. 'The doctor will see you. "
She entered the examining room. put on a white
smock and waited.
"And how are we today. Mrs. Cropp?"
"Fine, doctor." She supposed that was true.
"How are those twin boys?"
"Kicking like crazy."
e
ONE THOUGHTFOR CHRISTMAS
By the Editors a Mythellany- our farewell gift to you.
Once upon a time there lived a little boy named
Harry who thought he had a lot of problems.
Harry thought his ears stuck out too far. He
thought his cheeks were too fat. He thought he
was too short. He thought hi'B older brother Steven
and his even older sister Elizabeth hated him.
Sometimes he even thought his Manmy and Daddy
didn't like him very much.
In fact Harry thought he had so many problems
that one day he actually thought of running away
from home. This was a very silly idea. For one
thing. it was the worst time of year to think about
running away. It was cold wtside; there was sno.v
covering everything.
But what really made the idea of running away
really stupid was that Christmas was caning- and no one runs away from Christmas I
Yet Harry thought things were so bad that when
his Mommy and Daddy finished decorating the
family's Christmas tree. all Harry could say
was:
"Yuck. that tree has pointy leaves that hurt."
And all he thought he heard his M:>mmy say
was:
"Harry. don't you touch the red glass balls on
tbe tree. because you'11 break them I"
So one night when everyone else had gone to
sleep. Harry went to his clceet and got his yellow
coat. He found his white mittens and blue hat and
brown shoes. He put everything on. Then he pulled
on his boots and quietly walked downstairs and
opened the door.
Outside, it was cold and quiet. Snow was everywhere. The round, shining moon sho.ved white heaps
and towers where there were once cars and trees.
Without a noise. Harry closed the door. Then
he took his first step outside. Then he took another
step. leaving behind new foctprints in the snow.
"I'll show them." he thought.

Soon there was a single trail of footprints going
across the snow. Footprints went down the walk.
Footprints went across the street. Footprints went
by house after house until the trail Harry made
went across two fields, me creek. one fence, two
stone walls, and then into a big, dark fcrest.
Just as Harry stepped under the first trees of
the weeds, he stopped. He had been walking so hard
and fast (he was proud of all the footprints he
was making by run.ning away). he had forgctten one
important thing: Wnere was he g<ing?
No sooner had he thought that. when anc:ther
question came: Where was he?
While he was standi.ng there thinking about
these two questions. a bad thing happened. The
north wind started to blow. In a short time it
blew snow and ice everywhere. covering Harry's
trail of footprints. Soby the time Harry made up
his mind to leave the forest and go where he could
get someshot chocolate. it was too late. Right at
the edge of the woods where the trees didn't stop
the wind from blowing. his trail of steps had
disappeared!
Everywhere he looked. everything looked exactly
the same: white! He didn't kno.¥ here togo. And the
wind was very cold. So he went back in among the
trees where it didn't blow so hard. This was some
help. But it is cold in winter. especially at night
when the mom shines brightly.
Then Harry jumped.
"Wnat's that noise?" he shouted.
"Howl. yeoooowwwl. "
"A dog?" Harry guessed.
"Yeeeeeeeeoooooowwwll." came the sound again,
only closer.
"Oh no. a wolf! What can I do?" Harry asked.
But he was on his o.vn. so no one could give him an
answer.
Then he had an idea: "W,">lves can't climb trees.
so I '11 go up one of these trees I"
_ Harry looked around. There were many trees,
some tall and bare with thin fingers reaching up into
the black sky. Others still had their leaves. These
were so heavy with snow that their bottan branches
bent down to the ground.
He looked up at the pine tree over him. But when
he started to clim'J it. the snow on the branches fell
on his head and down his back. There was so much
snow coming down. he couldn't go up.
"Well. there are other trees in this wocds;"
he thought. "I can find a better one to climb. "
So he ran out to lock.
"Hooowwwll. yeeeeooooowl, " came the wolf
Harry ran faster. The trees were getting bigger.
but their limbs were either too high or filled with
snow. He wanted to find an evergreen tree with
branches near the ground which he could climb like
a ladder.
"Howl, yeowl, snarl, " came the wolf.
Harry looked behind him as he ran. "Are
those black shapes I see?" be hollered as he ran
very fast.
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